tiling discussed until we were ready. In the spring I was
drafted back to France.

'Well, things went all right with me until August, when
I was caught in a gas-shell bombardment. It was latish
in 1919 before they finally shot me out, with about half
a lung in working order, and told me to live in a warm,
dry climate. Well, that suited me, and I made tracks for
Rome. They were all very pleased to see me, especially
Maria. A few weeks later we announced our engagement.

*It seemed at first as if everything was fine. Old Staretti
was delighted. I think he was a bit sorry that I hadn't
an arm or a leg shot off instead of being gassed, but he
promised us the earth. Plans were going ahead for the
wedding and the climate was working wonders with my
chest; and then the trouble started.

'By this time Batista was pretty high up in his father's
business, and one day he came to me and asked me if
I'd like to make a packet of money. Well, naturally, I
wanted to hear more about it. It appeared that a lot of
people were making comfortable little fortunes by buying
up surplus machine-guns from the Italian government,
cheap, and shipping them to Syria, where they fetched
about six times as much from the Arabs. The only thing
you needed was capital to buy the guns. That was the
way Batista put it.

'Well, as you can imagine, I jumped at the chance.
Batista moaned that he'd only got about a thousand quid
in dollars and that we should need at least five to make
it worth while. I agreed to put up the four. It was just
about all I had apart from my pension and a small
reversionary interest in an estate belonging to my cousin,
and I was keen to multiply the four by six.

'I knew nothing about business. Never been able to
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